36                      MODERN POETRY

Cervantes on ids galley sets the sword back in the

sheath,

(Don John of Austria rides homeward with a wreath,)
And he sees across a weary land a straggling road in

Spain,                                                                   140

Up which a lean and foolish knight for ever rides in vain,
And he smiles, but not as Sultans smile, and settles

back the blade . . .

(But Don John of Austria rides home from the Crusade.)

G. K. CHESTERTON.

VII
GATES OF DAMASCUS
FOUB great gates has the city of Damascus,
And four Grand Wardens, on their spears reclining,
All day long stand like tall stone men
And sleep on the towers when the moon is shining.
This is the song of the East Gate Warden
When he locks the great gate and smoJces in his
garden.
Postern of Fate, the Desert Gate, Disaster's Cavern,
Fort of Fear,
The Portal of Bagdad am I, the Doorway of Diarbekir.
The Persian Dawn with new desires may net the flushing
mountain spires :
But my gaunt buttress still rejects the suppliance of
those mellow fires.                                              10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